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Chapter One 


three cheers for papa 


Mrs. Sahni parted the curtains ot her 

bedroom window. Outside, it was a bright 

summer’s day—a lovely day for a Sunday. 

The sun was already up in the sky. 

Mrs. Sahni looked at her watch: 

8 o’clock 1 She must go and wake the kids. 
The cook must be ready with their breakfast. 
Just then there was a knock on her door 

and Preeti called out: 

“Auntie, the cook says breakfast is 






ADVENTURE IN SPACE 


ready.” Mrs. Sahni was surprised. The kids 
seemed to be up and about already! Usually 
she had to drag them out of bed. Now they 
probably had something up their sleeves. 
They were always up to something, these 
children. 

She smiled as she thought of her fifteen- 
year old son Raghu and his younger sister 
Vimla. Their cousins Manu and Preeti were 
staying with them for the summer holidays. 
There was very little difference in their ages. 
Manu was fourteen and Preeti, his sister, 
twelve. The four children always spent their 
holidays together. 

When Mrs. Sahni came out of the bed¬ 
room with her husband, she found the child¬ 
ren already at the breakfast table. She saw 
the innocent expression on their faces and 
knew that it was too good to be true. 

She waited for some clue as she poured 
out lassi into their glasses. 

And then it came! 

Papn, said Raghu, “we want to go to 
the Moon and Mars in my spaceship!” 
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THREE CHEERS TOR PAPA 


“Oh no, never,” said Mrs. Sahni quickly. 
“But mamma, what is my spaceship 
for, if I can't fly it? After all I am fifteen!” 

’ “Yes, Raghu, but if 1 let you go my 
mind will never be at peace. I know you were 
the best junior cosmonaut at the Annual 
Space Meet, but to go to the Moon and Mars 
by yourself! And to take Vimla and Manu 
and Preeti ! I think that’s too much ! ” 
“But Auntie, we’ve all been tested, and 

what’s more, we’ve all been in space before,” 
Manu piped in. 

“Uncle, do let us go,” pleaded Preeti, her 
big, wide eyes becoming even bigger and 

wider. 

Mr. Sahni smiled and patted her head. 
“You seem to have forgotten all about break¬ 
fast. Aren’t you going to pass me some 

pickle?” 

Four eager hands passed him parothas, 

spiced potatoes, pickle and lassi. 

“One at a time, one at a time,” laughed 
Mr. Sahni. He looked across the table at his 
wife. A tall slim lady, she had a beautiful 
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face, but at the moment her forehead wore 
a frown. 

“You should have listened to me,” she 
told her husband; “you shouldn’t have given 
Raghu a spaceship for his birthday!” 

“Oh ma ! ” cried Raghu, annoyed. 
“Hearing you nobody will know that you are 
living in the twenty-second century. You are 
talking like twentieth century ladies.” 

“In any case Vimla is certainly not 
going.” Mother sounded as if the matter 
was closed. 

Vimla said nothing. But large tears 
filled her eyes and she hung her head. 

At once her father put his arm around 
hei. My Vimla is as good a cosmonaut as 
the others. T think we should let them go. 
Raghu is quite capable of managing things. 

r H send a si gnal to our staff on the Moon 

and they can see them off from there to Mars. 

These kids are lucky. For six months no 

flights were possible because of the terrible 

snow-storms on Mars. But now everything’s 
all right again.” 
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THREE CHEERS FOR PAPA 


All four children looked eagerly at Mrs. 

Sahni. All had their fingers crossed under the 

table. Cheetah, their Alsatian, gave a short 

bark and came out from under the table. 

Nobody had been paying attention to him! 

“Oh Auntie, do say yes ” 

“Ma, darling ma, we’ll be so good you 11 

have to say yes.” 

‘‘Well, all right, but I still am quite 

worried,” said Mrs. Sahni slowly. 

Her words were immediately drowned 

in a chorus of joyful voices. Manu was 
shouting, “Three cheers for Uncle and 
Auntie.” Everybody was laughing and trying 
to talk at once. Cheetah, too, began to bark 
loudly. He sensed the children’s excitement 
and guessed they would be going somewhere. 
He hoped they would take him too! 

Vimla fell on her knees and hugged him. 
“Oh Cheetah, what fun, what a wonderful 
way to spend the holidays. I wish you were 
coming too. But what’s the use—you won’t 
even be able to come out of the ship. Wait 
till Raghu bhaiyya grows up and invents a 
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space-suit specially for the likes of you.” 

The children were so excited that through¬ 
out the week they could think of nothing but 
the trip. Raghu was very busy. Manu kept 
following him everywhere. They went over 
all the equipment, checked all the instruments 
with Mr. Sahni and took many tips from 
him. They stored all the food that they could 
take. Much of it, like jam, butter and milk, 
was in tubes and therefore lighter to carry. 

Raghu planned to land on the Moon 
first. He had already been there with his 
father but the other three children had not 
seen it. From the Moon they w'ould go to 
Mars. There would not be much to see on 
Mars as the space stations there were still to 
be completed. On the return journey they 

would come straight back to the earth without 
touching the Moon. 
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Chapter Two 

moonward-bound 


At last their big day dawned bright and clear. 
Vim la and Preeti were so excited they could 
hardly eat anything. With much coaxing 
Mrs. Sahni made them swallow their milk. 
The driver had already brought the car out 
from the garage, so they hurriedly said good¬ 
bye to Mrs. Sahni and followed Mr. Sahm 

into the car. 

Within ten minutes they arrived at the 
Cosmodrome. They drove through the gates 

.*. 
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towards the sheds where the spacecraft were 
kept. To the right of them stretched a huge 
ground. They could see the six launching 
basins from where the spacecraft were 
launched. Farther ahead were the squares 
marked for landing. 

They entered shed No. 7 where Raghu’s 
ship was kept. As the doors were opened 
Raghu saw the sleek, shiny spacecraft with 
s.s. raghu painted on it in black letters, 
standing before him. His heart swelled 
with pride. He knew he was the luckiest boy 
on earth—thanks to his papa! 

Quickly they put on their space-suits, 










MOON WARD-BOUND 


said good-bye to Mr. Sahni and trooped 
into the cabin, through the air-locks. They all 
sat down on the cushioned seats at the back 
of the cabin. There would be nothing for 
them to do for quite some time. 

Then they felt as if they were being 
lifted gently and they knew it was the crane 
carrying the spacecraft to the booster rocket. 
The rocket was already in the launching 
basin, ready for the take-off. 

They felt a slight vibration as the crane 
placed the spacecraft in the mouth of the 
rocket. 

Mr. Sahni was standing below. He 
watched the crane slowly being moved away 
from the launching basin. Soon he cried, 
“Lift off,” and the rocket gave a terrific blast 
and shot up. He stood watching the rocket 
gather speed. In a few minutes all he could 

see was a streak of light. 

Inside the cabin the children were too 
happy and excited even to talk to one another. 
Vimla kept hugging her knees and whispering 
to herself, “I am going to the Moon, I am 
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really, really going to the Moon.” 

As the rocket shot up they had a feeling 
of sickness but it passed within a few minutes. 
Suddenly there was a series of explosions 
and the booster rocket separaled from the 
spacecraft. Raghu switched on the atomic 
reactor. There had been a time when rockets 
filled with chemical fuel were the only means 
of getting to the Moon. Now atomic energy 
did the work—much faster and cheaper. 
They only needed one rocket to push them 
out of the eaith’s gravitation or pulling power. 

The rocket which had pushed them so 
far now fell away. They knew that it was 
fitted with a special device which made it 
drop at a particular place on the earth so 
that it could be picked up and used again. 

Raghu set the Auto-Pilot to guide the 
spacecraft in the right direction and came 
towards the reai. 

‘Hi, Preeti, how do you feel?” 

Fine, bhaiyya , I’ve never enjoyed 
myself so much before.” 

Bhaiyya , cried Vimla, “I’m already 
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MOONWARD-BOUND 


feeling like a fairy bound for the Moon. I 
feel so happy I want to sing.” 

Raghu smiled at his sister. Vimla was 
a happy girl. It was a pleasure to take her 

anywhere. 

“Raghu, please show me the controls of 
your ship. I’d love to see them,” said Manu 

eagerly. 

“O.K., I’ll show you,” said Raghu; 
"meanwhile you girls get something to eat 
from the food-locker. I am as hungry as a 

wolf.” 

Vimla and Preeti giggled. The boys were 
always hungry. There was no fun in any¬ 
thing unless there was plenty to eat. In a few 
minutes Preeti was ready with a meal of 
biscuits, cheese spread, butter and jam. 

They could hear the boys talking in the 
control room. Raghu was explaining the 
complete working of his ship—how it had 
used a rocket to force itself out of the gravity 
of the earth and how atomic energy took 

over later. 

“Our cabin and the control room take 


17 






ADVENTURE IN SPACE 


up very little space. What is behind this, 
Raghu?” asked Manu. 

“That is the engine room,” explained 
Raghu, “where the generator keeps producing 
atomic energy continuously to drive our ship 
forward.” 

“This is life!” said Manu enthusias¬ 
tically. 

“1 want to go beyond our own solar 
system when I grow up,” said Raghu. “Come 
on, old chap, let's see what the girls have got 
to eat.” 

They all sat munching biscuits and talking 
merrily of what they would see on the Moon 
and on Mars. A piece of biscuit fell from 
Preeti’s hand. It floated in space till she 
grabbed it and put it in her mouth. They all 
laughed. 

Then Manu took a pack of cards from 

out ol his pocket and they played rummy, a 

very old game. They carefully laid each card 

on the floor instead of throwing it down; 

they did not want to see the cards hanging 
in space! 
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Afterwards Raghu went into the control 
room, while the others kept chatting. Preeti 
and Vimla dreamt of the time when they 
would go back to school and tell their friends 
all about their adventures. Slowly the girls 
fell asleep. 

Manu sat on for some more time, with 
his chin on his knees, thinking of the future 
when he would be a famous cosmonaut. 
Slowly he too dropped off to sleep, sitting just 
as he was. And he dreamt that there were 
many, many planets beyond the solar 
system, and that he, Manu, sword in hand, 
was conquering them one after another. 
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Chapter Three 

UP ON THE MOON 


Suddenly Manu woke up feeling a little un¬ 
comfortable. It was the same feeling which 
he had had while taking off from the earth. 
He walked into the control room where Raghu 
was in the pilot’s chair. They were descending 
now. Through the transparent screen they 
could see the Moon and its large craters with 
their streaks of light looking like rays of 

starlight. 

Raghu began to send a signal to the 
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Moon : “s.s. raghu contacting Moon from 
distance about 300 miles. Want to land.” 
Prompt came the reply: “Moon contacting 
s.s. raghu. Have spotted you. Descend 
square No. 3. Flashlights will guide you.” 

As they came within a hundred miles 
Raghu put on the rocket brakes and set the 
Auto-Pilot in position so that they would 
land upright. 

Manu woke the girls and they crowded 
round in the narrow control room to get their 
first glimpse of the Moon. They could see 
the cable-lines for the overhead transport and 
even the igloos in which the men lived. 

Then they landed with a soft thud. 
Saidar Baljit Singh, who was in charge of the 

space station here, was coming towards them, 
waving his hand. 

The children waved back to him as they 
came out of their ship. 

Oh shabaash ,” said Sardar Baljit Singh, 
thumping Raghu on his back. “So space" is 
a kid's game now, is it?” 

Other men had gathered around and 



UP ON THE MOON 


they shook hands with the children. They 
all looked alike in their space-suits. In front 
of them the children could see the rounded 
control centre of the lunar space port. On 
its right were six huge fuel tanks and farther 
ahead were the mirrors of the solar power 
generators which supplied all the power 

needed on the Moon. 

The men pointed out their homes 

which were called igloos because of their 

shape. They looked like huge balloons 

inflated to the fullest extent. 

One by one the men entered the igloos 

through the air-lock, with the children follow¬ 
ing behind. Once inside they could take off 
their space-suits because here the pressure 
and temperature were controlled. Now the 
children could tell them apart. Laughingly 
the men introduced themselves again. 

There was Mr. Subramaniam, a small 
man with intelligent eyes. He was the Geo- 
Physicist. The others were Mr. Chaudhary, 
the Botanist, and Dr. Khanna, the Medical 
Officer. Two ladies were lying in their bunks, 
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reading. They also came forward to greet 
the children. They were Mrs. Baljit Singh 
and Mrs. Khanna. 

Raghu grinned at everybody. He was 
very happy. He decided that they would not 
see anything until morning. At the moment, 
what they needed most was a hearty meal 
followed by a good night’s sleep. 

Vimla was half-asleep even during the 
meal and Raghu had to carry her to bed. 
Soon they were all fast asleep. 

The next morning, after a good break¬ 
fast, they put on their space-suits and followed 
the men. Mr. Chopra, the Chief Engineer, 
was asked to show them around. He was a 
large, heavy man and looked gigantic in his 
space-suit. His laugh was loud and cheerful. 
And he loved to laugh almost at everything. 

"I want to show you two things—our 
farm and our gymnasium,” he said. “The 
train you will see on your way.” 

They walked up to the “station” and 
went up into a dome. Here, through an air¬ 
lock, they boarded the train. It had many 
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port-holes all along in a row, and they could 

see the sky and the stars. 

Their train glided along the cables until 

it came to another “station” where they got 
off. In front of them were the huge glass 

houses of the farm. 

“Come on, kids, we’ll show you the first 
wonder of the Moon,” Mr. Chopra said. 

They could see row upon row of huge 
crates in which plants were growing-green 
vegetables, lentils and roots. Raghu, wanting 
to show off his knowledge, said, “This is called 

hydroponic farming.” 

“That’s right, son,” said Mr. Chopra. 

“It means ‘soilless farming’. You can see 
there is no soil in these crates. The roots go 
through this wire netting to a chemical solu¬ 
tion below, which gives them everything they 
need The sun shines on the Moon for only 
fourteen days. We make full use of the sun¬ 
light penetrating through the glass. Then 
come the fourteen dark days or Lunar Nights. 
At that time we have to switch on these 
powerful lamps.” He was pointing above. 
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Vimla and Preeti stared wide-eyed. One 
of the men broke a few tomatoes for them. 
The tomatoes tasted wonderful—better than 
any on earth. 

"Come on,” said Mr. Chopra, "we’ll 
take you to the gymnasium now. The 
gymnasium is a very important place on the 
Moon. You see, conditions on the Moon 
and the earth are very different. After living 
for so long on the Moon we would find it 

veiy difficult to live on the earth if we don’t 
exercise regularly.” 

The children gasped as they saw the ease 
with which men and women were performing 
gymnastics. One man could support an in¬ 
verted pyramid of eight men on his hands 
without feeling their weight! They could 

jump higher and lift a heavier load than any¬ 
where on the earth. 

We can play billiards here,” Mr. Chopra 
was saying, "but games like tennis and golf 
arc out of the question.” 

They had lunch in the gymnasium and 
then went back by the same train. 
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The boys spent the afternoon checking 
their spacecraft to see that it was ship-shape. 
Raghu wanted to store more food. He was 
certain that they would not have enough of 
it otherwise! They also filled the water-tank 
with drinking water. The trip to Mars would 
take at least twenty-five days and they did 
not want to run short of anything on the way. 




Chapter Four 

IN TROUBLE! 


The next day the children thanked their hosts 

and, after bidding them good-bye, left the 

Moon. Their excitement wore off in a day 

or two and they spent their time chatting, 

reading, playing cards and, of course, eating 

and sleeping. Sometimes the boys would 

study their maps or talk about their plans. 

Raghu contacted the earth every day to make 
his report. 

A week passed. One day Raghu received 
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a signal from the earth that he would be 
passing one of the many supply tankers which 
kept circling the earth and he might pick up 
supplies if he needed them. These unmanned 
tankers were stored with food, water and 
other essential articles. When these were 
finished a special device in the tanker would 
operate to take it back to the earth. 

The girls did not agree that anything 
was needed, but the boys, as usual, were 
determined to get some more food. Suppose 
there was something nice there, say, condensed 
milk, and they missed it! The girls gave in; 
now they would see how Raghu brought the 

food into the spacecraft. 

When Raghu spotted the supply tanker 

he steered his ship close to it. He then 

adjusted his speed and direction to match the 

tanker’s speed and direction, which had been 

signalled to him. Now the two vehicles were 

“at rest” with each other. 

Raghu tied one end of a nylon rope 

around his waist, and the other to his sh ip to 

avoid the danger of drifting far away. He 
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left the ship, floated through space towards 
the tanker and went in. There was nothing 
else but food neatly arranged inside and 
Raghus mouth began to water. He quickly 
filled the bag he had brought with two tins 
of condensed milk—yes, he had been right 
to expect condensed milk—a few tins of 
fruit, some tubes of pressed tongue, sausage 
meat, butter and jam and lots ot biscuits. 
His job over, he came out of the tankei and 
pulled himself back into his own ship. 

The other children had been watching 
him through the screen and now they congra¬ 
tulated him as he came in. And everyone 
wanted to see what he had brought! 

Raghu could not wait either. He dashed 
into the control room, re-adjusted his speed 
and direction to follow his previous path 
and came to the rear. 

Manu had already spread everything out 
and they ate and ate until they could eat no 
more 

On the fourteenth day Raghu received a 
warning from the earth that he might run 
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into a group of meteorites. He knew that 
his ship had a double sheeting throughout to 
reduce the shock of such collisions, but even 
so he made up his mind to be very careful. 
And he waited in the control room all the 
time. 

But nothing happened that day. 

The next day, however, as he gazed out 
as usual, he suddenly saw flashes of light to 
his right. Quickly he turned his ship away 
and avoided them. Just as he thought he was 
being lucky, the Auto-Pilot got stuck! Raghu 
struggled with all his strength but he could 
not bring it back to the position he wanted. 

Before he knew what was happening he 
was moving dangerously close to the sun. Tt 
was getting hotter and hotter. Raghu knew 
the heat would soon become unbearable. He 
must change his course or they would all be 
burnt to death. 

He heard someone groan. He looked 
back and saw Vimla lying on the floor. Pale 
and dizzy, Manu staggered up to Raghu: 
“What’s happened?” 
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“The Auto-Pilot’s stuck. I can’t change 
direction!” Raghu’s voice was cool though 
in his heart he knew he was feeling panicky. 
“Can’t we get to some space service 

station?” asked Manu. 

“How can I when I can’t even change 

direction?” answered Raghu patiently. 

Manu sat down. Try as he did Raghu 
could not do a thing. And, above all, he 
could feel the heat overcoming him too. 

Suddenly there was a jerk and the ship 
began to go in the opposite direction. Raghu 
tried the Auto-Pilot. He could move it. 

Quickly he set it in position. 

Then he went to Vimla. He gave her 

water to drink and sprinkled some on her 
face. Soon she revived but began to cry 
softly. Raghu immediately put his arms 
around her. “Vimmie darling, you can’t cry. 
Didn’t Papa say you were the bravest of us 

all?” ,, •, 

“Let’s have something to eat, saia 
Manu, “it will cheer us up.” And so they 
opened tins of sausage meat and tiny bread 
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rolls—and orange juice to wash it all down. 
On purpose Raghu let a crumb fall from his 
hand so that it would make Vimla laugh to 
see it hang in front of her. 

That did it—Vimla laughed! 

A few days passed. They almost forgot 
how near death they had been and laughed 
and chatted as before. 
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Chapter Five 

MARTIANS 


One day Raghu shouted from his seat, 
“Mars Ahoy!” And they all jumped up and 

crowded round him. 

“There you can see the famous ‘canals’ 

of Mars,” shouted Manu. 

“Yes”, said Raghu; “because of these 

people believed for long that Mars was 

inhabited by living creatures. And then the 

famous ‘canals’ turned out to be just belts of 

some kind of dark rock. 


35 




ADVENTURE IN SPACE 


“Uncle was saying that these rocks 
might have some valuable minerals. They 
have taken back samples of it to the earth, 
and are doing some research on it,” said 
Manu. 

“ Bhaiyya , let’s go round Mars once 
before we land,” said Preeti. 

“O.K,” said Raghu, “that won’t take 
long,” and he set the orbit. 

“It’s all reddish-yellow desert land,” said 
Vimla, disappointed. 

“No, look,” said Preeti, pointing, “there’s 
some water and some greenery.” 

“That’s one of the few small lakes of 
Mars,” said Manu. “Mars is unlike the 
earth—it doesn't have any sea.” 

“Neither does it have any very high 
mountains,” said Raghu. “I should think 
that brownish-green one there should be 
the highest. It won’t be more than 10,000 
metres.” 

“We'll be going over the Polar Cap also, 
won’t we?” asked Manu. 

“Yes, it's all frozen ice,” answered Raghu. 
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“The snow is never more than three or four 
inches deep. So even when it melts, as it 
does in this season, there is very little 
water released. We’re lucky to come in the 
Spring. This is the best season here.” 

“There is the Pole Cap,” cried Vimla. 
“Oh, there’s too much glare! I can’t look at 

it.” . 

In a few seconds they had passed it. 

Raghu was already putting on the rocket 

brakes and preparing to land. They began 

to fall through the Martian atmosphere and 

then slowly landed. 

Raghu led them out. Mars was very 
different from the Moon. There was nobody 
to greet them here. No sign of any living 

person! 

They stepped out anyway and began to 
walk around. They had landed in one of the 
desert areas. The land was full of reddish- 

brown dust. 

Ahead of them lay rocky high ground 
and they scrambled up on top of it. It was 
quite a large plateau and the ground was 
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covered with some kind of moss. Preeti 
took her gloves off and scraped the surface 
with her fingers. It was cool and soft to the 
touch. But suddenly she screamed and let 
the moss fall. Everybody looked at her. There 
was a large, beetle sized, moss-green ant 
crawling up her hand. With another shriek 
she shook the bewildered little thing off. 

The boys laughed. “Oh Preeti,” said 
Manu, “frightened of an ant? Gosh, suppose 
there were huge strange looking animals 
here! I am sure you would never have wanted 
to have come.” 

“Silly,” said Preeti, “I’m not scared. It’s 
just that the stupid thing took me by surprise. 
I didn’t even see it.” 

“Naturally,” said Raghu, “you couldn't 
see it because it was of the same colour as 
the moss. All the insects on Mars are like 
that. Anyway there aren't too many. Thank 
God, there are no big animals.” 

They had walked on quite far. They 
could see the other side of the plateau. It was 
dry, rocky land. Coarse bushes clung to the 
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rocks; it was all very beautiful. 

Darkness was beginning to gather and 
Raghu wanted to be back in the ship before 
they lost their way. So he told them to start 


walking back. 

“Oh, Bhaiyya ,” cried Preeti, the Mar¬ 
tian Moon is so small compared to ours. 

And look! it’s so far away.” 

“That’s not the Moon, said Vimla. 

“The Moon is on this side, much closer and 


b ' 88 Raghu laughed. “Actually both of you 
are right. You see, Mars has two moons. 
Preeti’s Moon is called Deimos. That stays 
in the sky for two-and-a-half days before it 
sets Yours, Vimla, is called Phobos and 
takes only four-and-a-half hours to move 


across the sky. , . 

“Let’s hurry back before both moons 

decide to set together,” said Manu. 

Soon they were back in their ship where 

they ate a good meal and dozed off. 

When they got up the next day, the sun 

was already up in the sky. Of course the 
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two moons were also there. 

Very quickly they went out of the ship— 
to see what was on the other side. 

With difficulty they walked through the 
dusty land towards a rocky area ahead. Vimla 
had been lagging behind. Now she caught 
up with them, shouting to Raghu. 

“Raghu Bhaiyya , didn’t you say that 
there were no Martians?” 

“Yes, I did,” answered Raghu. 

“Well, there are,” said Vimla trium¬ 
phantly, “ and here’s the stub of a cigarette 
they have smoked.” 

“Come now,” said Manu, “it must be 
an old one smoked by our Research Staff 
when they came here.” 

But it’s a fresh one. You can see it for 
yourself,” cried Vimla. 

They all crowded round her. It was a 
fresh one, without a doubt, definitely not one 
that had been smoked months ago! 

“Well, they mast be friends. Let's so 
and meet them,” said Preeti. 

Raghu laid a hand on her shoulder. 
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“I’m not so sure. If there was anybody here 
Papa would definitely have told us. I don t 
think there is any harm in going a little slowly. 
They proceeded more cautiously. 

Suddenly they saw three spacecraft lying on 
low ground behind a rocky belt. Raghu 
motioned to the other children to come softly. 
The three of them crouched behind Raghu 
and looked down. Suddenly Raghu gave a 

gasp and told them to retreat. 

They retraced their footsteps until they 



back to their ship. 

“What’s up, Raghu?” asked Manu. 

“Why are you being so mysterious. 


whispered Preeti. 

“Didn’t you read the names of th p 

asked Raghu excitedly; “i.s.s. dhruva, ns.s. 
AAKASH and I.S.S. garuda! The three ships 
which were stolen from our Cosmodrome 


six months ago!” 

“Gosh, what does this mean. 


asked 


Mall “I don’t know,” answered Raghu. “All 
I know is that we must find out what s going 
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on here—we really must.” 

“What can we do”? asked Vimla. 

“Well, I could signal Papa,” said Raghu, 
“and wait for him. But it would take him at 
least a month to come and it would be im¬ 
possible for us to hide here that long. And if 
I try signalling and if these chaps hear my 
signals they will do all they can to stop us 
from leaving Mars!” 

“I think we must get back,” said Manu. 

“Yes, that’s the only way.” 

With serious faces all four of them crept 
into their ship. 

And within half an hour they left Mars. 

Throughout the return journey they kept 
wondering what the thieves were up to. But 
not one of them could find a sensible answer. 

On the second day Raghu sent a signal 
to the earth that he wanted to contact 
Mr. Sahni. 

Half an hour later the reply came: 
“What’s up, son? Any trouble?” 

Raghu told his papa all that he had seen 
on Mars and asked, “What should we do?” 
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ADVENTURE IN SPACE 


Prompt came the reply: “Return 
immediately!” 

Any hopes the boys may have had of 
leaving the girls and joining Mr. Sahni in 
catching the thieves were gone. But they did 
not think much about it. They knew how 
worried Mrs. Sahni must be already. 

On the seventeenth day they saw a convoy 
of four spaceships going past them. They 
knew Mr. Sahni would be in one of them and 
hoped he would stop to say “hello” but he 
did not. Instead they received a signal. 

“Hello, kids! No time to stop. Will meet 
on return. Papa.” 

On the twenty-sixth day they saw the 
earth again—the blue, blue Mediterranean, 
then the high Himalayas. . . . 

They made a good landing. Mrs. Sahni 
was there at the Cosmodrome to meet 
them. She was really overjoyed to have them 
back. They could make out how worried she 
had been. 

The children swam and played and went 
for picnics during the rest of the holidays. But 
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all the time their mind was on Mr. Sahm’s 
trip. 

And when Mr. Sahni did come back he 
had a strange tale to tell them. “It seems 
they had some crazy ideas,” he said. "Their 
leader is absolutely mad. He got two more 
men and three women to join him and together 
they stole the ships. They had the crazy idea 
of destroying the whole of the earth with 
some kind of a bomb. And then they wanted 
to start a new human race. They had even 
planned a smaller bomb for the Moon. 

The children stared at Mr. Sahm in 

wonder and fear. 

“God alone knows how they go 
through the terrible blizzards and dust- 
storms which filled the Martian atmosphere 
in those days. Only mad men could have 


survived it! 

“Thanks to you kids, they are all m jail 

now. I think you will be given a reward for 

helping to trace the ships. The Space ss ° cl 
tion will soon be meeting to decide what to 


give you.” 
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Cheetah, their Alsatian, barked four 
times to show his appreciation. 

And four happier children there could 
not have been—on the earth, the Moon or 
Mars! 
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Chapter One 

THE HOLIDAYS BEGIN 


Sheila Rao felt so excited that she could 
hardly keep still. She kept wandering up 
and down the railway platform at Ernaku- 
lam. Her brother was coming today. Dear 
old Arun, she said to herself as she thought 
of him. And this time he was bringing two 
friends with him for the holidays. Gosh! 
What fun! Sheila clapped her hands in excite¬ 
ment and then stopped suddenly, remembering 
that she was at the station. 




• • • 
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Her aunt, who was sitting on a bench 
close by, smiled to see Sheila excited. She 
had no children of her own and always wel¬ 
comed her husband’s nephew and niece. 
Sheila was in a Convent school hostel in 
Ernakulam itself, so they saw her quite often, 
but Arun studied in Gwalior in a Public 
School and they seldom saw him. But this 
time both Arun and Sheila were spending 
their holidays here with two of Arun’s friends. 

Sheila saw the signal being lowered and 
came running to tell her auntie. There was 
the usual hustle and bustle on the platform: 
coolies tying their turbans, vendors calling 
their wares, hands waving, cries of delight. 
And the train steamed into the station! 

Soon the boys came trooping out of their 
compartment with wide smiles on their faces. 
Sheila flung herself on Arun’s neck. He 
grinned shyly as he looked around at his 
friends. Then he greeted his aunt and 
introduced his friends to her. 

“ Anwar,” he said, pointing to the shorter 
of the two; “Anwar is from Aligarh. His 
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father is a lecturer in the Aligarh University. 
Anwar is a good scholar. He is always first 
in our class.” He turned to the other, and 
said: “And this is Prakash. He is our cham¬ 
pion on the sports field.” Arun paused, 
looked around and asked, “But where is 

Uncle?” . .. 

“You know he doesn’t like to leave his 

laboralory, Arun-specially when he is work¬ 
ing bn something,” replied his aunt, with a 

Sml Arun smiled as he thought of his brilliant 
inventor uncle who was a genius and some¬ 
thing of an eccentric too. 

“Don’t you want to come out of the 

station now?” his aunt was saying. “The 

platform will soon be empty. 

Laughing, the boys engaged a coolie and 

got their luggage out. 

Soon they arrived at Uncle’s lovely bunga¬ 
low It was a 4 * * 1 

, and re d brick, with shining brass 

Coke s «°» — T “ , ,he 

was a huge grove of coconut and papaya 

















the holidays begin 


trees which eventually sloped into a small 

but beautiful beach. . 

Sheila ran ahead to show them their 

room. The moment they saw it, they knew 

they would be happy in it. It was a large 

airy room and it faced the sea. 

Later as they sat together over steaming 

cups of coffee and hot vadai, their uncle came 

out and joined them. 

“Hello, Arun,” he called out, “nice to 

have you here. , ,, 

Arun introduced his friends and they all 

shook hands. 

“You must show them around. Take 
them swimming and sailing. Go to some 
of these islands around for picnics. Give 

them 3 nice time. 

“Yes Uncle,” answered Arun. And he 
knew that they would all have a most won¬ 
derful holiday. . ... 

Arun’s uncle was a tall thin man, with 

. na ir of spectacles on his nose. He was 
in love with his work and seldom had time 
t0 join the kids, but he was a great sport 
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and would never stop them from doing any¬ 
thing they wanted. He often gave the child¬ 
ren the use of his car, his driver and his 

boats! 

Uncle's second great passion was sailing. 
He was a keen sailor and knew every move 
of the wind and of his boat. His private 
beach was the envy of Ernakulam. On the 
beach he had built a shed where he kept 
his three boats, a dinghy, a small motor 
boat and a modern “Enterprise” class sail¬ 
ing vessel. 

Arun knew that Uncle would not allow 
him to use the “Enterprise” but would not 
object to his taking either of the other 
two boats. 

Already he could see himself and his 
friends sailing out in the dinghy or racing 
across the waters in the motor-boat. Cochin 
and Ernakulam were full of inland water¬ 
ways and sailing and swimming were a 
pleasuie. 

Arun was very happy that he would be 
able to give his friends a good time. He 
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looked up at his uncle to tell him how grate- 

ful he was. , . . ,. 

But his uncle was already busy w,th his 

own thoughts. 
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Chapter Two 

A LAZY DAY 


Prakash ran to open the huge gate to 
the beach. Arun and Anwar raced behind 
him with a wicker basket swaying between 
them. Sheila ran after them. She was 
armed with two flasks. 

“Oh Arun/’ she shouted, “do be care¬ 
ful. Auntie will definitely have something 
to say about the way you are handling the 
basket. I can hear the oranges jumping 
inside the basket.” 
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“You manaee the flasks, Sheila, and leave 
the eats to us. In our hands they are per¬ 
fectly safe,” Arun shouted back. 

Somewhere a window flew open The 
children looked up. It was Unde Rao 

already bus, with Im «»rk They had « 

of row upon row of bottles on 

fhe shelves behind, and many 

which .be, conid - -srrjsss 

ST ^ ££ 

WOr S kids ran up the beach, across .he 

lan k of wood and on to the small 

T The servant had already brought the 
jetty , d motor boat alongside the jetty. 

Uhad white lines along its edge and her name, 
“Sea B Trd”, was painted in white. The boys 
S a ■ it and placed the basket and 

r"a d sks"„ .h= b«e cabin. The, he,pad 
Sheila in. 
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Arun went towards the engine while the 
rest of them sat on the narrow bench along 
the sides of the boat. Soon the engine was 
purring softly and noiselessly under Arun’s 
hands. They waved to the servant as he 
loosened the rope and flung it across. 
Prakash caught it deftly and tied it up in 
a neat coil. 

Away they went leaving a deep furrow 
of water in their wake. Sheila dipped her 
hands in the water. The sun had just risen 
and its red glow filled the sky. The fisher¬ 
men were out in their long narrow boats 
with tattered sails. It was all very beauti¬ 
ful and for a little while none of the kids 
spoke. 

Then Arun pointed ahead : “There’s 
Bolghati Island. We'll go to Vypin Island 
first and just cruise around for a bit. But 
we’ll spend the day at Bolghati.” 

“Your uncle seems to be a great scien¬ 
tist, Arun," said Anwar. Ever since he had 
met Mr. Rao, Anwar had been filled with 
admiration and kept thinking of him. 
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“Yes ” answered Arun, “he is always 
up to his neck in work. And his work is 
valued a lot. 1 remember somebody broke 
into his study once and ran off with some 
very important papers. Fortunately the thie 
was caught. Uncle’s experiments are kept 
a secret and nobody knows what he is doing. ^ 
“I know what he is doing these days, 

Sheila broke in. 

All eyes turned towards her. 

“You don’t know anything,” said Arun 

scornfully. 

“Tell us,” said Anwar eagerly. 

“T heard Uncle telling Auntie about it. 
T_r , making a Time Machine. He says 
The machine takes him back into the pas. 

or forward into the *..««■ He got the 
a o from a book written by H. G. Wells. 

' “H. G. Wells,” said Prakash. “Hasn’t he 

written a history book ? ” 

“Hm,” answered Anwar absent-mm- 

dedly Thi < ’s °aU; T don’t know very much,” 
said Sheila. “I haven’t seen it but I’m 
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sure something in it must be made of ivory 
because the other day Uncle paid a lot of 
money to someone for ivory.” 

“I wish we could see it,” sighed Anwar. 

“No hopes yet, old chap,” said Arun 
quickly. 

“Anyway, what good will it do us to 
go into the past or the future ?” asked 
Prakash. “Let’s think of something bet¬ 
ter. T thought you had some chocolates in 
your pocket, Arun?” 

“Yeah, here they are, catch,” said Arun, 
throwing two bars across to him. Prakash 
broke them and passed them around. 

They were already very close to Vypin 
Island. It was bigger than they had ima¬ 
gined. A huge steamer was waiting at the 
jetty. A large number of people travelled 
by these steamers. 

The children took a quick round of the 
island, climbed into their motor-boat and 
headed back to Bolghati. 

“We’ll go to the palace jetty,” said Arun. 

“Ts there a palace there?” asked Prakash. 
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“Used to be,” answered Arun, “now 

it is some sort of a hotel. 

“Nehru Chacha always stayed here when 

he came to Ernakulam ” said Sheila, who 

collected such information. 

“It seems a lovely place with all its 


greenery,” said Anwai. 

Arun had aiready brought the boat 

alongside the jetty. Prakash jumped out 

to tie up the boat with the rope. 

Soon they had all clambered out carry¬ 
ing their stuff with them. The broad gravel 
path led up to an old building with dark 
heavy doors and windows. All around was 
beautiful green ground with laburnum trees 
dotting it here and there. Well-arranged 

beds of flowers ran along the path. 

Thev spent the whole day swimming, 

eating and exploring the island They 
chased each other round and round till a 
bull, catching sight of them, deeded o join 
in the fun. The bright flowers printed on 
Sheila’s dress attracted its eye and it chased 
her. Terrified, Sheila shrieked and ran on 
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blindly till she fell ‘plonk’ into a pond just 
ahead. 

It was good fun but all good things must 
end and very soon the day passed and it 
was time to return. 



02 
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Chapter Three 

the time machine 


rt was almost dark when they reached 
home. There Kaliamma, .the maid servant, 
told them that Uncle and Auntie had gone to 
the movies and had left word that the kids 

should not wait for them for dinner. 

“And I was hoping that we could ask 

your uncle to let us have a peep at his Time 
Machine,” said the disappointed Arun. 

“I am sure we wouldn’t have been 

allowed,” said Sheila. 
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THE TIME MACHINE 


“Tell you what,” answered Arun excited¬ 
ly, “a peep won’t do any harm. Let’s go 
and s$e it now. There’s nobody in the 
house. I can hear Kaliamma busy in the 
kitchen.” 

“Agreed,” said Anwar immediately, “it 
won’t do any harm. And we can confess 
to your uncle when he comes back.” 

The children’s eyes gleamed as they 
silently opened the door of Uncle’s study. 
In the centre of the room was a settee and 
five or six arm-chairs. The floor was car¬ 
peted. The walls were lined high with 
books—thick volumes the titles of which 
baffled them. This was Uncle’s library and 
also the room where he received his scientist 

friends. 

Behind the settee was a thick green cur¬ 
tain. This separated the library from the 
adjoining room. 

Arun drew aside the curtain and stepped 
in. The others silently followed. On the 
shelves were the same huge bottles which 
they had seen earlier that morning. All along 
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the wall was a built-in table. On this were 
placed strange-looking instruments. They 
could recognise the balances and weighing 
machines, not the others. 

Towards one side was a large desk— 
Uncle’s writing table. It was strewn with 
files and papers. On top was a thin red 
book, The Time Machine , by H. G. Wells. 
The waste paper basket under the table was 
overflowing with crumpled papers. 

But all this while Anwar’s eyes kept 

roving towards the centre of the room, where 

a large white sheet of cloth covered some¬ 
thing. 

Do you think it is the Time Machine?” 
whispered Anwar. 

I’m sure it must be. Nothing else looks 
like one,” Arun whispered back. “Shall 
we open it and see?” 

Slowly Arun lifted one corner of the 
covering—then, quickly, with Anwar’s eager 
help he had lifted off the whole cloth. All 
the kids stood before it, wondering and awe¬ 
struck. For a moment or two nobody 
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touched it. Then Anwar slowly put out his 
hand and touched the cold smooth brass 

railing. 

It was a queer thing made of crystal 
rock, ivory, brass and nickel. It had no 
wheels or anything on which it could travel. 
In front was a small seat—like a pilot’s seat 
in an aeroplane. At the rear was another, 
probably meant for two other people. May¬ 
be Uncle wanted to take somebody with 
him on his travels. Only a brass railing 
separated the machine from the outside. 

Sheila jumped into the rear seat. “Let’s 
pretend we are all time travellers,” she said 

clapping her hands joyfully. 

“No harm in that,” said Prakash, join¬ 
ing her Arun also got in. It was a tight 
squeeze but he managed to sit between Sheila 

and Prakash. 

“Come on Anwar, you be our pilot, 

cried Sheila in utter delight. 

ccQ 99 said Anwar, as ne seated, him- 

self on the front seat; “here we go.” And 

he began to make strange noises as of a 
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funny old machine about to take off. 

Sheila laughed merrily. 

“There’s a tiny ivory handle here,” said 
Anwer as he touched something; “and here’s 
another metal one. You think they work 
the machine? I wonder why your uncle 
uses ivory for his ....” 

Suddenly they felt a terrible sensation as if 
they were falling from some great height. 
It was a horrible feeling, a sinking in the 
stomach. 

Through the window facing the garden 
they could see the gardener going to shut 
the gate. It looked as though he was in a 
tearing hurry and was shooting across the 
compound. 

They all looked around. They did not 
seem to be in the laboratory at all! 

Almost instantly, night came on and 
then it was day. The sun shot across the sky; 
sunrise and sunset quickly followed each 
other. They could see the moon waxing 
and waning. 

A strange rushing sound filled their ears 
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and made them feel dizzy. Anwar felt some¬ 
body tugging at him from behind. 

“Can’t you stop this,” Sheila was say¬ 
ing, “it makes me feel sick.” 

“I can’t,” cried Anwar desperately; 
“I don’t know what to do!” 

Meanwhile night followed day and day 
followed night as if the earth was blinking 
its eyes open and shut, open and shut. 

Suddenly there was a great roaring. 
Bomber aircraft were flying over Britain 
leaving it in ruins. Winston Churchill was 
walking over to one of the ruins shaking 
his head sadly. Hitler was standing before 
a great crowd shouting something at the top 
of his voice, great armies were marching, 
great fleets sailing in the seas. This was 
obviously the scene of the second World 

War. 

Soon all this had passed and there was 
peace and quiet. 

“We are going into the past,” said Arun, 
“why don’t you try the other handle.” 

Anwar was too confused to answer. 
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They saw the death of Lenin in the year 
1924. Large processions were marching 
through the broad roads of Moscow. And 
then there was fighting in Russia. The 
Russian Civil War was at its peak and there 
was bloodshed. 

And then the first world war of 1914. 
It was all the same, bombings and bloodshed, 
whole cities being destroyed, entire armies 
killed. 

There were battles in the air, battles at 
sea and on land. But they soon passed and 
once again there was peace and quiet. 

Smoke was pouring out from the chimney 
shafts of factories. Those were the days 
when the landscape in Europe was dotted 
with factories. And they could see Napo¬ 
leon marching into the snowy land of Russia, 
his men and horses dying of cold; then Napo¬ 
leon seated on his throne, Napoleon at 
court. 

I think I know how to stop it. There 
is a button here which will probably make 
the machine stop,” Anwar shouted. “Hold 
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tight to your seats now. Anything may 
happen.” 

As everybody held tightly, Anwar pressed 
the button. Suddenly there was a loud 
roar, as of thunder, and the machine came 
to such an abrupt stop that the children all 

lost their grip and fell out. 

“Gosh, what a way to stop!” said 
Prakash, as he scrambled up breathlessly. 

“I think there must be some way to slow 
the thing down before you stop it,” ventured 

Arun. 

“Yes, I think you are right. I’ll try to 
move the handle slowly next time,” ans¬ 
wered Anwar. 
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Chapter Four 

WITH THE RED INDIANS 


Suddenly there was a blood-curdling yell. 
The kids shrank close to each other. That 
tenible yell followed by many more made 
them look around at their surroundings. 

They seemed to have landed in the small 
clearing of some forest region. The cries 
had come from behind a cluster of trees. 
Looking beyond this, the children could see 
another slightly bigger clearing. Here they 
saw something which made their blood turn 
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cold. A fair young girl was tied to the bark 
of a tree with strong vines. A group ot 
savage-looking Red Indians, with their bodies 
and faces painted in terrible colours were 
yelling around her. These were the yells the 
kids had heard. One of the Red Indians was 
brandishing a tomahawk very close to er. 

“ He’ll kill her !” whispered Prakash. 

“ Shall we divert their attention to our¬ 
selves ? Then one of us could run and free 

her ’“ Suppose A they catch us and scalp us 
instead asked Sheila thoroughly frightened. 

Before the kids could do anything rash 
the sound of a bullet rang through the air 
and the one who was waving his tomahawk 

' hi One of them, the heroes. looking Red 
Indian of them all, quickly ran to the g, 
who had by now become unconscious, lifted 
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her on his shoulders and disappeared through 
the cluster of trees. He was the last to run 
away. 

Immediately three men came out from 
behind the trees on the right. One of them 
was a white man. He looked like a Briti¬ 
sher. The other two were Red Indians. 
One was much younger than the other, but 
both looked equally strong and hardy. 

The white man seemed very upset. “ They 
have taken away Mirian. How can I face 
the General, her father, and tell him that 
his child has been taken away by the Red 
Indians?” 

“We find way. White chief no cry. 
Mingos no scalp her. They want ransom 
from father,” the elder of the two Red 
Indians consoled him. 

They were about to follow on the trail 
of Mirian’s captor when the breaking of a 
twig made them turn round towards the 
kids. They were all startled. 

The white man came towards them and 
asked them who they were. Prakash 
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explained who they were and how they had 
travelled in a time machine to arrive where 

they were now. 

The Red Indians and the white man 


looked on unbelievingly. 

“ Are we in America?” asked Sheila. 

“ Yes,” answered the white man, this 
IS America. Let me introduce myself. I am 
Major Hawthorn of the British Army. Gene¬ 
ral Munro is in command of the British 
forces. It is his daughter who has just been 

captured by those-those savages. 

P “ Could you tell us what year we have 

arrived in ? ” asked Prakash. 

Major Hawthorn looked startled and 

then smiled as he remembered that hey 

were time travellers. He told them that they 

were in the year 1757. Then, looking around, 

he alked them where their time machine 

was The children turned back to where 

Ty hid W d. Now i. was then «n■ «» 

be shocked beyond measure. The machine 

WaS B Iw°;,dl h rS ! the children turned towards 
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the men. One of the Red Indians said, 
“ Mingos want to see. Mingos take it.” 

“ w e are going to follow the Mingos. 
Perhaps you could follow us. We will see 
what we can do about your machine,” said 
Major Hawthorn. 

The children readily agreed. 

Through the forests they went, across 
small streams, never stopping even once. 
The Indians acted as guides. There was 
no clear path, yet they seemed to know where 
to turn, looking sometimes at the sun, some¬ 
times at the ground and sometimes at the 
flow of water in the streams. 

Soon they decided to stop near a stream. 

Night was falling, and they felt they ought 

to rest. The Indians quietly walked "off 

somewhere and soon came back with a small 

buck pierced by one of their arrows. It was 

soon skinned and a broil was cooking on a 

fire they had lighted. The Red Indians 

gathered armfuls of turf and laid it out to 
form beds. 

After their supper four worried children 
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lay down to sleep. They wondered if 
they would ever find their machine again. 
The Indians and Major Hawthorn seemed 
very helpful and the children placed all their 
hopes in them. They were so tired that not 
even their worries could keep them awake, 
however. Soon they were fast asleep. 

The stars were still in the sky when the 
Indians woke them up. They wanted to go 
after the Mingos before the latter reached 

their village. 

Nevertheless it was evening before they 
caught up with them and by then the Mingos 
had reached their village. From a high 
ground the children watched the Mingos in 

action. , , . 

The whole village seemed to have gather¬ 
ed together. The children recognised the 
warrior who had carried away the white 
girl. He was talking to his tribe. The child¬ 
ren could not understand a word of what he 


was saying. ^ . A/r 

The Indians explained that the Mingo 

was telling his people that they had captured 
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the girl to extort money from her father. 
But now it seemed that the girl was a witch. 
This was proved by the devil’s work found 
in the forest near her. He pointed to some¬ 
thing — it was the time machine ! The kids 
held their breath. 

Now that the girl was proved a witch she 
must die, the Indian warrior told his people. 
She must die or she would destroy the tribe. 
Before the sun rose the next day they would 
burn her at the stake. 

Major Hawthorn groaned at this. But 
the Indians were ready with their plans. 
They told the children that nobody would 
go near the time machine as it was thought 
to be connected with witchcraft. The 
children could easily get into it and vanish in 
it. The moment they were safely in their 
seats they were to distract the Mingos so that 
they would all rush towards the machine. 
In this confusion they, the Red Indians, 
could rescue the girl. 

It happened exactly as they had planned. 
The moment the children w'ere in their seats 
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they created such a row as would have 
shamed even the Red Indian yells. With 
a shout the natives came rushing towards 

them. 

Sheila’s heart was in her mouth at the sight 
of so many savages. But before they could 
come near, Anwar neatly turned the handle. 

There was the same terrible feeling of 
falling, falling, falling.... The same story 
all over again—night following day and day 
following night. 

“Oh, I do hope they were able to save the 

girl,” whispered Sheila. 

“They must have,” answered Arun, “the 

two Indian chiefs seemed very clever.” 
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GUESTS OF AN EMPEROR 


"Anwar, don't you think we are still going 
back into the past?” asked Arun. “Look, 
there is some kind of a battle going on!” 

"At any rate we are in India,” said 
Prakash. "Those seem to be Maratha Soldiers 
on horseback and they are fighting Britishers.” 

'T am sure it must be Shivaji’s troops ” 
said Sheila. 

It was now certain that they were again 
going into the past and something had to be 
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done fast in order to get back to their own 
times. Anwar seemed completely baffled by 
the handles and buttons before him. Till 
now he knew only the stop button and the 
handle a turn of which took him into the 
past. He would have to stop before he could 
try any of the other handles to return. So 

he pressed the stop button. 

Immediately the machine stopped with 
a thud, and the kids tumbled out. 

“Gosh!” said Anwar, rubbing his bruised 
elbows, “I’ll have to find some way to slow 

the thing down before it stops.” 

Around them was absolute silence. They 
had landed in a narrow, lonely street paved 
with bricks. On both sides were two-storeyed 

buildings of red brick. 

Suddenly they became aware of the 

sound of beautiful music coming from one 

of those buildings. 

“Someone’s playing the sitar,” said 
Prakash. 

“And very beautifully too,” whispered 
Sheila. 
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The children felt themselves being drawn 
by the music and soon they were climbing 
up a narrow staircase which turned a sharp 
corner and ended in front of an open door. 
On the other side of the door they saw a man 
in a white kurta and dhoti playing the sitar. 
Quietly they went and sat near him. Unaware 
of them, the man continued strumming the 
sitar. 

But then—there was the sound of hooves 
coming up the street, the clanking of nailed 
boots and rude voices shouting. The musician 
went on playing. Four or five men of the 
Mughal army marched in. One of them 
snatched the sitar and flung it aside while 
another caught hold of the musician. To 
their surprise the children found themselves 
being hauled along in the same manner. No 
amount of pleading would make the men 
let them go. Only now the musician became 
aware of their presence. He told the soldiers 
that he did not know who the kids were. But 
the soldiers were determined to produce 
everybody before their ruler, the Badshaah. 
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Prakash angrily demanded to know who 
their Emperor was and what crime they had 
committed. He was curtly informed that 
they were in the land of the mighty Emperor 
Aurangzeb and they had been guilty of 
listening to music. 

“Oh God! Aurangzeb considered art 
and music to be criminal. What a mess!” 
whispered Anwar. 

They were all made to walk ahead while 
the men rode on horseback behind them. 
It was quite a long walk through narrow 
streets and, occasionally, broad roads. 

“Guess what!” said Prakash suddenly; 
“I think we are in Delhi. So what if we have 
come 200 years back in time. I’m sure we 
are in Delhi and you mark my words, we’ll 

land up in the Red Fort.” 

Sure enough they did land up in the 
Red Fort. But they had no time to see any¬ 
thing because they were immediately taken 
and locked up in a room with the musician. 

When they were alone with the musician, 
the children told him everything. He was 
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full of pity for them. He spoke in Hindi and 
the children found no difficulty in under¬ 
standing him. 

“So long as you make him believe that 
you are not at all interested in music and 
that you are not foreign spies, Aurangzeb 
will not trouble you,” he told them. 

“What about you? What will they do 
to you?” asked Arun. 

“Me? They'll hang me, to be sure. 
Death to Art, that’s what Aurangzeb wants,” 
he answered calmly. 

“Can’t we do something about it? Isn't 
there some way we could save you?” asked 
Sheila, full of pity for him. 

Quietly he touched her head. “I am 
quite happy. Life without music would be 
much worse than death.” 

The next morning they were all led before 
the Emperor. The court was held in the 
Diwan-e-Aam of tiie Red Fort. The children 
were enraptured with the sight of the Red 
Fort, with its little fountains and streams of 
watei, roses such as they had never seen 
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before, velvet canopies and curtains, walls with 
their colours glowing, and sparkling gems, 
and the white marble throne of the Emperor 
in the centre of the Diwan-e-Aam. Perhaps 
it was just a dream and probably they were 
just watching some beautiful pageant. The 
Red Fort had been “done up” for the pageant 
and the tall stern-faced Emperor coming in 
with splendidly dressed nobles, and the 
whole crowd in the Diwan-e-Aam — may be 
they were all actors! 

In a daze they saw the Emperor hearing 
appeals, dealing justice. Stern and unbending 
he disposed of the musician. Death to all 
artists who defied his ban. All in a dream 
they stood before the Emperor themselves. 
Anwar told him who they were and how it 
had all been an accident. There was a stir 
in the court and even the Emperor looked 
startled when Anwar talked of the time 
machine. 

Immediately four men were sent to bring 
the time machine before the Emperor. 

And then the whole situation changed. 
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Far from being the Emperor’s prisoners, the 

children were now his guests! 

Now the children were sure this could 

be nothing but a dream. Aurangzeb was not 
a pleasure seeker, there was no music and 
no dancing, but in his own way he made them 
welcome. He asked them many questions 
about the future and they told him how he 
was to be the last of the great Mughals, how 
the British would conquer the land and how 
the country would gain Independence after 

more than a century. 

Aurangzeb walked with them in his 

gardens, and then sent them to see the Moti 

Masjid which was being built. They also 

went to the Mina Bazar, a gay colourful 

place where veiled women flitted in and out 

of shops with their dazzling goods. 

Back with the Emperor they told him 

that they would like to go back. 

“In the dark night?” he asked them; 

“why don’t you wait till morning? ’ 

Anwar laughed and told him it made no 
difference. Night and day passed like seconds 
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in their grand new toy, the time machine. 

And so, with their minds full of the day’s 
happenings and a little dazed but very, very 
happy, the Emperor’s guests took leave of 
him, climbed into their time machine—and 
vanished out of sight. 





Chapter Six 


IN THE LAND OF EGYPT 


“Anwar, I don’t think you are ever going to 
take us back home. Look! we are going on 
and on into the past!” said Arun with much 

anxiety. , r 

Sure enough there was the long line of 

Mughals, Shahjahan, Jehangir, Akbar, Huma- 

yun, Babar. There was Alexander the Great 

marching into India from the north-western 

side. 1 A . 

“ I think I will try turning the handle 
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to slow it down,” said Anwar with grim 
determination. 

Even as he said it the machine seemed 
to leap. They were going into the past much 
faster. Centuries seemed to be passing by like 
minutes. They could make out nothing in 
the confusion of the changing landscape. 

By this time Anwar had managed to 
slow down the machine. And then he stopped 
it. None of them fell out this time. 

“I have been trying the ivory handle 
till now,” said Anwar joyfully. “I think the 
nickel handle should take us back.” 

The others were already looking around. 
They found that they were in a desert. They 
stepped out to stretch their limbs. 

Approaching them was a cloud of dust. 
They could hear the tinkling of bells and 
human voices calling in a language they could 
not understand. As it came nearer they could 
make out that it was a group of savages 
moving with their animals and their 
possessions. 

“They look so like some pre-historic 
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nomadic tribe,” whispered Arun in horror. 

Indeed they looked quite frightening, 
their naked bodies were covered with pieces of 
animal skin, their hair was overgrown and 
they carried huge clubs. They seeme very 
surprised to see the children whom they 
immediately surrounded. But they were not 
frightened or displeased. They a staitu 
talking at once. Many hands pointe up 
wards, as if to say that the children ha 


dropped from heaven. 

Anwar managed to catch a ew ^ r 
which the nomads kept repeating, Mem- 
phis,” “Menes,” “Thutia,” and Horns. 

“I’ll tell you what,” he said, "I think we 
are in Egypt-ancient Egypt. I remember 
that Menes was one of the first mgs 
Egypt and that Memphis was the nam 

the city he built.” 

The savages eagerly listened ^ , 

and flashed their teeth when he said Menes 
and “Memphis”. Suddenly, before they kne 
where they were, they were lifted on the 
shoulders by these strong men an 
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being carried away. Two men had picked 
up the machine and were bringing it along 
too. No amount of kicking or shouting on 
the children’s part helped them. 

They walked on ahead throughout the 
day. Only when evening fell did the ancients 
stop. They all sat down to have their meal 
then. They handed to the children something 
that was wrapped in skin. On opening it 
they found that it was a lump of flesh and 
bones crushed together. The kids picked 
out a little flesh and ate it but left the rest. 
The drink that the tribe oflered them was so 
strong and smelly that not one of them 
could bear to taste it. 

The children had but one thought in 
their mind and that was to get into their 
machine and go home, but it did not seem 
as if the tribe would let them do that. They 
were urging them to go to sleep. . . 

Suddenly Anwar awoke feeling very un¬ 
comfortable. He rubbed his eyes. He must 
have been dreaming. He could see no sign 
of the tribe. He quickly awoke the others. 
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He tried to look for Sheila but she too seemed 
to have vanished. Arun and Prakash were 
also awake by now, and thoroughly 1 Tightened. 
“They have taken Sheila with them!” 

cried Prakash. 

“God! What do we do now?" said 
Arun. 

“Look, they have left the time machine, 

Anwar pointed out. 

“What good is that without Sheila,” 

said Prakash. 

“There seems to be some sort of a city 
in front of us,” said Arun looking ahead. 

“That must be Memphis,” said Anwar, 
“I am sure they must have taken her there. 

Let’s go there and see.” 

The three boys ran to the gates ol the 

city. Beyond the gate, on a raised platform, 
sat the King. He was loaded with gold orna¬ 
ments. He carried a metal rod in one hand 
and on his head was a huge crown with the 
emblem of a hawk on it. Two girls stood on 
either side of him, fanning, in front of the 
dais was a smaller platform, by the side ot 
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which a man stood with a knife in his hand. 
Obviously they were all ready to perform 
some sacrifice. 

The children ran inside the gates, un¬ 
noticed. Everybody seemed to be busy with 
the ceremony. The children crawled up a 
mound of earth from where they could see 
everything better. From one end of the city 
came the thundering sound of drum-beating; 
columns of warriors entered, armed with bows 
and arrows, spears and javelins. At the head 
of them marched one man with such a proud 
bearing that it was obvious he was some 
victorious general. 

Just then Prakash clutched Arun's arm. 

“Listen, isn't that someone crying?” 

“It’s Sheila,” said Arun excitedly. “The 
noise seems to be coming from directly below 
us.” 

Anwar had already jumped down from 
the mound and fetched a large stone. The 
others followed, and soon the three of them 
had scraped up quite a bit of earth. 

Arun bent down and whispered, “Sheila!” 
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The crying stopped immediately. 

“Sheila,” Arun whispered again, “are 
you alone?” 

“Arun, I’m alone, I’m here.” 

It was Sheila! 

The boys dug more furiously. The 
mound began to crumble. They widened the 
hole and peered inside. They saw, standing 
there, a girl dressed in glittering clothes and 
ornaments. But the moment she looked up 

they saw it was Sheila. 

“Sheila,” said Arun, “there's some sort 

of a tall statue over here. Sec il you can climb 
it quickly. We’ll pull you up.” 

Soon they had hauled Sheila out. 

“I climbed on top of their God!” said 
Sheila awed. 

“Shh,” whispered Prakash, “let’s run 
from here before they discover that Sheila is 
missing.” 

They ran as fast as Sheila’s dress would 
permit. 

They had almost reached the machine 
when they heard a shout from the city. A 
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horde of men and women were rushing out 
of the gates. 

“Faster, faster!” shouted Arun. 

Desperately the children ran. 

“Quick, on to your seats!” panted Anwar. 

“Yes, and be sure to turn the metal 
handle,” said Prakash as they all jumped into 
their seats. 

The horde and its shouts were drawing 
closer, but the children only laughed. One 
turn of the handle—and they would vanish! 





Chapter Seven 

BACK HOME 


And this time, thank God, Anwar turned 
the right handle. They were definitely going 

in the right direction. 

Faster and faster, through the centuries, 
through the changing landscape, through 
night and day and day and night. Anwar 
slowed the machine. 

The needle under the stop button turned, 
jerked and stopped at zero; the machine came 
to a halt. 
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For some lime the children were stunned. 
They could not believe that after all they had 
gone through, they were back in Uncle s 
laboratory. Nobody stirred for a time. Then 
they looked around—the same bottles, the 
same instruments, the same waste paper 
basket spilling with crumpled pieces of paper. 
May be they had been dreaming. Such things 

just could not be true. 

But Sheila was the proof Sheila s 

glittering dress, Sheila’s huge gold orna¬ 
ments, and the crown on her head. 

“Gosh, what will Uncle say when he 
comes to know about this?” asked Anwar. 

The spell was broken and the children 
got off the machine and covered it up, as 
before, with a white sheet of cloth. 

There was the warm smell of puris frying 
and the children quickly went out of the 

laboratory. 

Uncle and Auntie were just returning 
from the movies. The children had spent 
almost four days out, but here only about 
three hours had passed. Uncle and Aunt were 
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startled to see Sheila’s strange new dress. 
“What are you kids doing? Still playing 

about? It’s high time you were in bed. And 

Sheila, where did you get that dress from? 

Uncle had not spoken so far. Suddenly 
he came to Sheila and caught hold of hei. 
“Where have you been? What have you 
been doing?” he asked earnestly. 

Without waiting for an answer he rushed 
into the laboratory. “They’ve been time- 
travelling,” he muttered. Uncle could make 
out at once that his beloved machine had 

been used. 

Auntie and the kids had followed him. 
“Tell me, tell me what happened?” Uncle 
did not seem to think that they had done any 
wrong. He talked to them as if they were 
grown-up and had been trying some experi¬ 
ment with him. 

Encouraged by this, the children came 
out with the whole tale. Uncle was so over¬ 
joyed at the success of his experiment that he 
forgot to scold them for messing about in his 
laboratory. 
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Suddenly the children, the time machine 
and Uncle, all found themselves famous. The 
papers talked of them and everybody wanted 
to meet them. 

“But we wouldn’t like to go a second 
time among those savages. Once is enough!” 
the children laughingly told everybody. 

“Even if it means getting a new dress,” 

agreed Sheila. 


suit 
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